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CRICKET EXTRAORDINARY. 


“ Although perhaps not a second Grace, Papa, nevertheless, flatters himself that he knows just a little bit about cricket. He was, therefore, naturally, 
considerably offended that his claims were discarded in the selection of an English Eleven to meet Surrey last week. I am rather afraid, though, that those who 
witnessed his match against eleven’ Arriets on Hampstead Heath, on Monday last, were rather taken back at his astonishing display. It will be a long time, I 
fear, before Poor Pa completes ‘ his’ hundredth century, particularly as his scores on the few occasions I have seen him play amounted to nil.’ — Toorsix. 


ANTI-GAMBLING LEAGUERS LOGIC. 


“Yes, this frightful, this pernicious habit of “Too true! Horse-racin 
8 „ 1 g is indeed the cause of—— 
Sbesea 5 „ do you think zes f I bought the business dirt cheap—three hundred. —_abomi 
s ility of a rise in Brighton A 87 lexpect to get double that for it, if I have any luck.” 


“Take card-playing, for instance. It is the most 
inable——Oh, yes, I intend buying that patent. 
The poor devil's bard up; he'll sell it for a mere song.” 


2 8 


HUSHED-UP. 


In 1854, Jean Guigourés, seventy-four years old, lived 
with his wife in a lapidated house in a village called 
Casselcoudiac, in France. His neighbours knew him to be 
rich, and called him a miser. 

On the night of January 18th, in the above-mentioned 
year, he, his wife and their female servant were aro’ 
from sleep by the breaking in of the outer door, and the 
entrance of two robbers who wore white shirts over their 
working clothes and white handkerchiefs round their 
throats and heads, Their faces were blackened. One of 
them carried a lighted candle, the other a musket and 
pistol. With fearful curses, they ordered the old man to 
get out of bed and show them where he kept his money. 
They dragged the aged wife from her bed and beat and 
kicked her and the old man, who, trying to escape, was 
stop} by athird burglar at the door. Eventually, after 
breaking open every drawer and cupboard, they departed 
with a sum of eighty pounds. 

The neighbours, at length aroused, at daybreak followed 
in pursuit, and traced the robbers’ steps for some distance. 
A search was made in the cottage of a labourer of the name 
of Baffet, and a shirt, a handkerchief and other things 
similar to those worn by the burglars were discovered, 
muddy and bloodstainea. 

Baftet and a friend named Louarn were taken into 
custody, and confronted with the Guigourés family, who, 
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however, failed to recognise them, though they thought them to 
be similar in height, build, age and beards and clothes, A witness 
swore that Louarn, the day before the burglary, had proposed to a 
comrade the commission of a robbery at a house where they would 
nud money. Both men were desperately hard up, and Baflet had 
been threatened with a seizure of his furniture. 

Bat the evidence that told most against them was that of a 
tuedical man, who swore that he found upon Louarn's forehead 
aud behind Batret’s ers ‘es of soot or charcoal that had been put 
on with grease, but not carefully washed off. Both prisoners 
vehement!y denied their guilt, but both were found guilty, Batfet 
was condemned to twenty years’ imprisonment with hard labour, 
etd Louorn to transportation for life. Batfet died in the hulks at 
Brest, in 1855, and Louarn died at Cayenne in 1856. Both men 
were perfectly innocent. a 

In the month of February, 1860, three men, named Ollivier, 
Mallon and Jambon, and a woman, the Widew Sinquin, were 
clearly proved to be guilty of the robbery committed on the 
Guigoures family, and ived the same sentences passed upon the 
i nt men who had ended their lives in chains and misery. 

r law is sometimes peculiar, When trying and punishing 
the cuilty, the assize Court of Finisterre, which had permitted the 
publication of the „ nzninst the innocent, prohibited any 
report of their proceedin rich power had been conferred upon 
the tribtnals by a decree “lon February 17th, 1852. Some of 
the guilty. prisoners appealed against the sentence which con- 
demned them, and one of the pleas of their appeal was that there 
had been an unconstitutional prohibition of the publication of the 
proceedings of the Court that tricd them, They, however, got 
nothing by their appeal. 

The only amends made to the memory of the two unhappy men 
done to death is to be found in the speech of the Imperial Pro- 
curator, “The real criminals,” said he, “are to-day in the hands 
of justice: they await the chastisement they have so justly merited. 
The deaths of Louarn and Batfet make it impossible to repair the 
judicial error of which they were the victims; but the debates of 
this trial and the new verdict will be a brilliant and solenin restor- 
ation of their memory.” 

Just so; but what did their friends and relations think? 


(Newt week, An Ert rabrdinar Escape.” ) 


—_—. — 


BAK GARDNING, 5 
Billiam av pai 27. off is mivins inn lettisis too plarnt outt. 
The man sai they wil gro tremenjus iff wel worter. 
* * * * * * 
Itt iss nex dai. Them lettisis av a unholesum nspec. 


e * e * * * 
The dai affter. We av diskover a snale. Billum sai snales iss 
not inn yett. Wott dark and idjus mistri iss this? 
(New weak, Evrthquaikes.) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
— 
,“ Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stam ped envelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted, Do not inclose loose stamps. 


Wonderful, inderd, A Rustic; Such a thing is seldom seen, 
ALLY'S lore of sport, F. BUNTING, Ax you say, is rery keen, Can- 
not entertain it, TIBBY. Not the space to sparr, J. L. Better 
give it up, then, JARVIS, If you cannet do it well. Glad to hear 
from you, A MINER; Slow's the country looking there? Much 
obliged Jor cutting, HAROLD, Thanks for letter, H. F. Dare. 
aral suitable for Al. LY; Try a sporting paper, JAKE. Not at 
all, AN OLD SUBSCRIBER; That's a very great mistake. Sorry 
that we cannot tell you: Better advertise, S. JAMES. Very fuany, 
A. II. DOLLET ; 4% they forgot the names, 

—~— 


“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper in the World, 


Forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post free: 
3 Months, 18. ed.; 6 Months, 38. 3d.; 12 Months, 6s. 6d. 
In Stampa or 1. O. Ola payable to GALBERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOR LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E. C. 


Show Cards will be sent post free to Newsagents on application, 


PARIS. 
On sale at all Kivsques and Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
apecial arrangement at our 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 Rue DE LA BANQueE. 


— — 


NINE CLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


—£150— 


Will he paid to the next-of-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Serrants on duty excepted ), who shall happen to meet 
with his or her death in a Railway Accident to the Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a on the current issue of “ ALLY SLOPER's HaLr- 
HOLIDAY” be found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident. 
“ ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY” is published throughout the 
United Kingdom every Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Insurance lasts one week from that time, expiring at 9 o'clock the 
JSollowing Wednesday morning, 
— — 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD, 


— 


Angry Creditor, Look here, 1 say when Insked you about that 
Mr. Swindels, who gave me your name as a reference, you said 
that he was a retired gentleman, 

The Reference, Well, so he was, 

Angry Creditor, What do you mean? The man is a rogue and 
a thief, and has been imprisoned for forgery. 

The Refercnee, That was what J meant. He was a gentleman, 
you know, until he committed forgery, and then he retired for 
six months, I think it was-. „ 

s 


THE wondrous woman known as“ New” 
Is ever seen with cheery 
Avidity to mouth and chew 
Each scientitic theory 
Save one. She still discredits this: 
That there are microbes in a kiss! 
ss 


* 

Ir was behind the scenes at the“ Frivolityx“ when the Good Man 
suddenly perceived a girl whom he had known down the East End 
under very different circumstances, “ What, little Mary Bluggs !" 
he exclaimed, “ My gracious, how you have altered! Your hair 
is golden, and it was brown; and how well you're dressed.“ 1 
beg your pardon, sir,” replied the damsel, with extreme dautenr, 
„but my name is Marie Montmorency.” “Gooduess me!” cried 
the Good Man, * your name has altered as much as you have.” 

ss 
s 

Plutecrat, Lam proud to say, sir, that during the whole of my 
business career, I have never been guilty of a crime, 

His Bisom Friend, Never been Jeund guilty, you mean, old 


— 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


No, 580.—The “June Nose Costume. 


“Say, sonny, where did 
pillow-cases?" “Opposite 


you were shoe-horned into those eelskins.” 


fi 2 
Tom, I say, old man, your wife's asked me to keep an eye on you during Ler 
absence from town. 
Dick, And your wife's asked me to keep an eye on you! 
Both together. Ha, un, hat 


AUTHORS—AUTHENTIC, 


No. 60.— Bird. 


PUZZLE :— Does the above 
depict a new woman or an old 


get those 
the op where man? [Solutions to “The 


Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, E. C. 


VY Y ATS Ae 7 


THE GORILLA-DIDA 
Will shortly be on view at the Zoo. 


ne 


(Saturday, June 8, 1895. 


ScexE—County Court. 
Judge, Now, tell me, please, when the defendant sent back the 
coat, did you resent it! g 
Plaintiff, Yes, that's just what I did do, your honour; I \.,, 
very angry, and I re-sent it. 1 ; 


5 And so you belong to the Cycling Club, do you, JI. 
utter? 8 
Ie, Ves; I've just joined it. 
oe And wie the do 8 bal Peet 
e . etly blue, black and yellow, with an si 
dash of pet when I get the gravel rash. Sceaslonnt 
ss 


s 
A WEEKLY contemporary, in giving its readers a description ut: 
the best pve to go to fora holiday, observes that the pretty litt l. 
town of Walmer is uu ideal seaside resort. This isa statement 1 
ix impossible to question, There's no getting away from the Hut 
that it's a %u Deal place. What do you think? 
es 


s 
My limbs with a chill as of death are cold, 
Yet I chuckle and chortle gai! 
To think of the undertakers ae 
Who knocked at my portals daily. 


They long for an order to “ put me by,” 
And 1 ee with a grim elation 
While thinking how little they think that 1 
Have resolved on my frame's cremation ! 
as 


s 
Mother, Oh! do go round to the chemist, dear, and ask him fo, 
a strong emetic for little Johnnie. 
Father (getting his hat). What has he done now? 
Mother. He has swallowed that new Develine whistle he was 
Pine ee, hed down), Yok Islay whet 
ather (putting his hat down), stay where it is, my deur, 
I shall not do anything to bring it up again, oe 
es 


“ AND so the editor told you your poem was no use,” remark«| 
poct No. 1 to poet No. 2, “and your journey was wasted?" » V.,“ 
suid the other, sadly, as he sat tenderly down upon the softest por. 
tion of the sofa; but I can’t say truthfully it was altogether boot. 
less.” And now that young man has chucked up poetry, and is 
making a very decent living out of the comic papers. 

ss 


s 
Quipper. Poor old Wigson! and so he's dead, is he? Ah, his 
was a brief career! 
a: Why, vou know as well as I do the man was over 
eighty. 
"Outpper. Yes; but you seem to forget he was a barrister. 
ss 
a 
“SEEMS rather a waste of the auctioncer’s energy, dosn't it?” 
queried Snaggles, as he and a friend stood looking on at the pro- 
ceedings in an Oxford Street sale room. “How so, old chap!” 
asked his pal. “Why, to take all the trouble of running the Jot: 
up simply to knock em down.” And we don't wonder that the 
injured man smote him furiously on the chest. 
ss 


s 
A GUIDWIFE once became ¢o “tight” 
That drunken frenzy fired her brain, 
And in her Bacchanalian apite, 
She slew her spouse and children twain. 


Whereon a wag exclaimed that she 
Had placed just eighteen gallons in 
Her wretched frame—“ Because,” suid he. 
“She drank till she had bi d- er- lin 


s 
Counsel, I understand you to say the prisoner played upon your 
credulity? : 
Rustic Prosecutor, I didn't say nought about ‘m_ playin’ or 
nothing, there weren't no music of any sort. What I says is o 
made a domed fool o’ me altogether. 
es 
s 
“Drive? Well, I should think I ought to,” remarked the 
Bally Bragger to a bored group; “I've spent all my life andling 
the ribbons.” “Yes, behind the haberdashery counter, I shou. 
say,” remarked one of his listeners, and after that the B. B. couldn't 
get a hearing. 9 


Inquiring Fair One, And is this new play that you are engnged 
upon to be one of those—er—er—problem plays, Mr. Smallfry: 
Struqgling Young Author, Yes, 1 think you may call it that; 
the problem will consist in getting it accep’ 
2 


s 
“1 SEER you make use of the Royal Arms,” said a gentleman ton 
certain firm of hosiers that shall be nameless. Are you entitled 
todo so?” V. R.,“ responded the proprietor, briefly, and the 
wretched customer was carried out in a fainting condition to the 
nearest chemist. * 7 


Simple. I can't make out how it pays a watchmaker to gell a 
watch for a couple of pounds, and keep it in order for twelve 
months for nothing. 

Sharpleigh. Why, you silly, if he didn't do that, the watch 
wouldu’t require it for three years at least. 

ss 


s 
The Matron, My dear, I really wonder you don't treat that poor 
Mr. Mugley a little better, he's really most assiduous in his atten- 
tions. 
The Maid, Oh, he may be assiduous ; it's his being such a hideous 
ass I object to. sre 


„ 

Some thought by accident he died, 
When in the river, gaunt and lank, 
The dead man lay. Alas!” they cried, 
He lost his balance on the bank! 


But others knew that suicide 
Had made his luckless life a blank. 
“Ah, no! he died, because,” they cried, 
“He'd lost his balance Ar the bank!“ 
* * 
a 
Mater Ruit ins. How very fond of kissing young Clara Jones is. 
The Daughter (abscent-mindedly). Yes, isn't she? Just like her 
brother. 
Mater, Wh-a-a-nt? 
Lhe Daughter. I mean—1 meant—that is—er—er— ¢ 
[ But it is all of nv usc. She had put her foot in it that time. 
s * 


. 
Snapper, There is an exception to every rule, except one, Wr 
that is that vou can always tell a man’s character by his wine. 
Snripper, But supposing a man hasu't any wine? 
Snapper, Then, of course, he has no character. 


| 


READ 


THE BRITISH WORKMAN. 
Pictures and Underlines by J. F. SULLIVAN. 
Aypearing Weekly in 


LAR ES 


ONE HALFPENNY. ONE HAL FEEAE?- 


Saturday, dune 8, 1808. 
TOOTSIE AT THE PALACE. 


— 


SUNDAY or two at the Playgoers’ Club, Mr. Ben Nathan 

350 Dey 5 lecture = 3 1 3 it is 

t rm e short for essionals,” or 

needless for me to site members of what is uni- 

versally allowed to be the 

one and only profession 
worth mentioning. 

In the course of this 
address, Mr. Nathan very 
ably demonstrated the fact 
that the music-hall pro. 
was infinitely superior to 
the “legitimate” pro. Mr. 
Kd Rose, who was in 
the chair, in vain sought n 
cham in the interests 
of the theatre, but none 
could be found to come up 
to the scratch. Mr. Nathan 
— that he 
could run a theatrical 
entertainment much better 
with music-hall “artistes ” 
than anybody could run a 
music- hall entertainment 
with apron 0 Fru 
suggests 0 0 ange 
be met, and that the actors 
having, as the challenged, 
the choice of weapons, 
should select Hamlet as 
the piece to be performed 
by their opponents. 

The very thing. Let's 
have the Immortal Bard, by 


all means, but slight! 
abridged. Dan Leno would, 


“My Fancy.” cow lay Hamlet 
n Little Tink, Ophelia, Bessig 
ellwood might see her chances as the Queen, and Tennyson and 


(Gorman as the 5 all the other characters might 
he doubled by Cissie Loftus. There ought not to be, as I have said 
so many words (there are too many), but a lot of business. I think 
Brown, too, might get something out of the Ghost of Hamlet's 
father. This, perhaps, would not be the //amlet aspiring histrions 
ure apt to indulge in when their heads begin to swell, but it would 
be a very great deal more am . 

These thoughts occur to me as J sit in fauteuil No. 12, row D, the 
evening Miss Cissie (exclusively ) her reappearance 
at the Palace Theatre of Varieties. after her return from America 
and her tour round the theatres, where she has been picking up 
the peculiarities ot popular favourites for reproduction. En voyage 
this clever young lady has lost none of her cunning, and 
her performance is wi 
all of you, of course,will have 
to go and see and hear. 

Mr. Charles Morton, the 
King of Caterers, always 
xets together a capital com- 
pany. In the one just now 
uppearing at the Palace 
there isa plethora of talent; 
and if you want a proof of 
Mr. Morton's popularity, 
you ought to hear the roar 
of applause that greets the 
appearance of his portrait 
on the skirts of La Belle 
Rose, whose Serpentine 
(ilobe Act is fresh and grace- 
ful, and charmingly accom- 
leinied by Alfred Carpenter's 
music. 7 

/ 


_ Miss Emmeline Ethardo 7 

is pretty and shapely, and 70 5 
surprisingly lithesome and 760 
i 


ugile, and a N — con · 
tortionist an pper. 
Mx Fancy,” 3 56 77 


lady, can certainly give odds 
to girls generally in her sand 
dances, and easily knock 
them out of time; and Miss 
Kdith Yorke’s sweet _sing- 
ing of “Come back to Erin” 
ix well appreciated. 
Of the Florens Tro 


Edwin Barwick, 


I 
have spoken before. The lady still goes through her surprising 
feats of strength, and in her case clearly gives the lie to those who 
call her sex the weak one. 
Miss May, Evans is coming to the front. Her song about a girl 
in a draper's iene is immensely popular, and that about the girl 


wha posed in a t « vivant is very fanny. 

rs Ir. Edwin Barwick is an immense favourite with patrons of the 
alace. He thoroughly deserves his . too, as most of his 

~ongs are really funny, more so, indeed, than is the general comic 

‘ong of the average music-hall artiste. 

M ins ( lara Wieland is very happy in her rendering of “ Boolong,” 
150 Militaire,” and her style is quaint and sprightly. I am 
iy mud, though, that much of her business is in the same strain 
Senedd: whom she reminds me of more than anyone else. 

hat shall I say of Chirgwin, the White-Eyed One? He is, if 
that be ible, funnier than 
ever, and his new business and 
new wheexes go with a scream. 
Quite a unique entertainment 
is his, and in his peculiar line 
he has no rival. 

I must not forget to mention 
the Demon Athletes, who give 
a su r or 
the clever 1 Quartette, or 
Mr. John Le Hay's finished 
ventriloquism, which is just] 
8 and applauded. 

en come the fableauæ, or 
living pictures, which are splen - 
pd ma and most effec- 

vo. 

Altogether a very good show 
which I can cordially recom- 
mend, 

Talking of mimicry, actors 
don't imitate one another very 
much nowadays. “ Imitations 
of Famous ndon Actors 
was once a popular line in a 
bill; but in the past the prin- 
cipal favourites had strongly 
marked styles of their own. 
Very few have now. 

Then the youthful rising 
ones, when in a “shop,” don't 
care to spend any spare after- 
noon they may haveat another 
actors, it w 8 theatre. As for provincial 
ioe 25 ae 15 . ik one could 0 e ow many 

. eir lives seen Si ing. 
sume of those provincial pres : Sir Henry Irving. Funny people, 


Clara Wieland. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
ASK YOUR CHEMIST FOR 


SLOPER’S PILLS 


PRICE 94° PER BOX (50 PILLS). 


— 


M FROM gunn PRE- 
LONDON 
and will be found invaluable in cases of Liver Complaint, Indiges: 
01 all Stomachic Affections, Giddiness, Nervousness, Shortness 
of : eadache, Wind, Blotches on the Skin, 
Pimples, Debility, Disturbed Nights, Un t Dreams, Bilious- 

Gratien, etc. 


“A BOON TO THE AFFLICTED.” 


— 
66 Belmont Avenue, Blackpool, 
May 8th, 1895. 


To the Proprietors of Storer’s Prints. 
SIRS,—I beg to testify to the extraordinary 


benefit we have derived from your valuable Pills: 
my wife says we must keep a supply in hand. 
We shall spare no effort in inducing others to 
try them; they are truly the working man's 
friend and a boon to the afflicted. Kindly 
accept my heartfelt thanks. 


Iam, yours respectfully, 
THOMAS GLEAVE. 


IF YOUR CHEMIST DOES NOT KEEP SLOPER’S PILLS 
SEND OI IN STAMPS TO 


THE PROPRIETORS, 


GURDEN K O., 


88 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C., 
AND A BOX WILL BE SENT IMMEDIATELY. 


DEUCED SENSIBLE ADVICE. 


“I THINK, sir,” said the young aristocrat who had just attained 
his majority, in answer to his worthy sire who had interrogated 
him on the point of his future — “that my tastes are 
literary : I shall do something with the papers.” 

The old gentleman looked him up and down, and smole a smile 
of pitying contempt. 

“If you are of opinion that your observations upon men and 
things,” he said, “are likely to prove of sufticient interest to the 
already satiated newspaper reader, or if you have a heaven-sent 
mission to criticise or elevate the Drama, or you think your views 
upon Art are sufficiently novel, or even unconventional, to warrant 
the starting of a new journal—well and good. If you think you 
can discover a vein of humour that has hitherto not been touched 
upon, or have, up your sleeve, as the saying is, a racing tipster who 
knows a horse from acow—save by the absence of the horns—or 
an expert in boxing who can narrate the history of pugilism in 
language befitting a gentleman—go ahead. I feel certain, however, 
that none of these things are within your reach ; nevertheless, I 
strongly advixe you to speculate in papers, especially as the season 
is coming rapidly on.“ 

The young man brightened up. 

Pa what particular class of papers do you recommend, 
sir 

“ FY panes, you idiot!” roared the old gentleman, and bounced 

he 


out of the room. 
— — eee 


ANOTHER ONE GONE! 


It’s fairly sickening, the wiles and willainies to which the 
eligible girls of the day will resort in order to entrap male man. 
For instance, one of many very pleasant little parties drove down 
to Kempton Park last Saturday, in a private omnibus. As soon as 
the first race was over, and it was voted the correct thing to take 
the lovely feminines acroes the course to see the gee-gees unsaddled 
in the dock, tall, goud-looking young Vincent 22 Angelcourt, 
offered his arm to the lovely Connie Continong, and off they went. 
Arrived at the wickets where they look at yer tickets—(Hullo, 
extry for poetry !)}—Connie withdrew her arm, for the gateway is 
8o narrow that only one can pass through at a time. Vincent 
naturally made way for the fair one, but she never having been in 
the paddock waited for him to lead. The hot and struggling crowd 
behind waxed impatient, and yelled out to ask Vincent why the 
something he didn’t go on. But the tall, Apollo-like young stock- 
broker heeded them not; his eyes were only for Connie. 

„After you, Miss C.,“ he said. 

“ Are you, you bold boy?” she replied, ever so quickly, “ well, I 
thought you were slinging sheep's-eyes at me all way down ; 
now 1 Jou, ve proposed properly, I'll forgive you. I'm yours — 
er— Vincent!“ 

And, by Jingo! she was; and he couldn't think of any other 
blessed t ing for the reat of the day but where on earth he could 
raise enough rhino to get the necessary furniture with. 


— — 


NOT TO BE DECEIVED. 


THERE was n young man who had two locks of hair in his 
drawer, and said to his mother. Oh, mother, dear, 1 met both the 
lovely ones promiscuous like. and I love them both, and my poor 
heart wavers so, that I cannot tell which I should like to be the 
ahnrer of my £150 a. year joys.” Then his mother answered, 
„Love, O chump-headed son of a virtuous parent, the one with 
the ginger tresses and not her of the dark, sleek hair.” “ And why?” 
„Because, oh, Juggins of the Johnnies! the first is a waitress at a 
ten and bun shop, the second 2 barmaid.” “But how could you 
tell that, O my mother!” “Why, by the sniff of tea and scones 
about the first, and of brandy-and-soda and threepenny smokes 
about the second. Mothers can't be done, boy. Their love for 
their sons ever points likea polestar Sathe truth. Fetch the bottle, 
Jimmy!” 2 

° 


179 
IN TWO 


— — 


Ir was the old, old story all over again, the poor pitiful little life 
tragedy that has been played so often that it is rarely possible now 
to tind one sym- 
pathetic spec- 
tator. Dramatis 
oe : Dick 

ilmore, a 
young man of 
means; Jessie 
Barker, a fisher - 
man's daughter. 
Scene: A quiet 
little fishing 
village on the 
Cornish coast, 
where the ex- 
cursionist pene- 
trated not, and 
the horrors of 
the “cheap fast 
train were un- 
known. : 

Dick had come 
down with the 
idea of getting a 
little quiet and, 
for a few days, + 
the pure salt air ; 
the simple diet 
of the village 
inn and the 
regular healthy 
hours did won- 
ders towards 
setting him right again after the dissipations of town. Then the 
place began to bore him. He had already made up his mind to 
return forthwith to London, when taking a final walk on the beach to 
escape from the wild excitement of a bagatelle handicap at his quar- 
ters, chance or fate, if vou will. gave him an introduction to Jessie. 

Well, you know how this sort of thing mostiy ends. There were 
the usual mectings, the usuai walks, the usual flirtationa, idle and 
careless enough on his side, all too serious on hers, and then a 
disappearance. * * * * * 

Twentv vears have elansed since the first act, and once more wo 
behold Richard Milmore, Ksq., in search of relaxation from the 
wearying pursuit of pleasure. 

The sun was shining brilliantly as he came down to the beach 
one morning with a couple of towels under his arm in search of a 
boatman who would take him out fora bathe. He had no difficulty. 
A bronzed muscular fellow responded with alacrity to his request, 
and the boat was soon dancing bravely over the glistening waters. 

Keep pretty close, please,” said ifilmore, before divin 


ACTS. 


The usual walks, 


aswimmer.” 
“That's 
about 
enough, I 
fancy,” said 
Hilmore 
after about 


. u tive minutes, 
— 1. es 
ore eastly col 
iit for all the 
‘+ sun, and 
there’s no 
making 
headway 
against this 
confounded 
current.” He 
swam up 
close ns he 
spoke and 
essayed to 
lay his hand 
on the gun- 
wale of the 
boat, but to 
his astonish- 
ment its 
ore dipped his oars and at once put a length between them. 

“Not just yet,” he said, and his voice sounded strange. 
hoarse. Not just yet. you hav'n't been in half long enough. 

“What—what the devil do you mean?" spluttered Hilmore, 
angrily indignant at what he deemed the fellow's presumption, 
“stop at once, I tell vou. I'm tired—I want to get back again! 


and once more he swam up to the boat, only to see it sculled out 


of his grasp in the last stroke. 

Hilmore was now, thoroughly alarmed, for the tide was runnin 
strong, and his strength was fast failing him. Good God, man! 
he Feet „do- do you want to drown me?” 

“Yes, that is iny intention exactly,” said the man, sternly, “1 
brought you out here on purpose. 

“By Heavens, you are mad!” shrieked the panting man,“ why 
—why should you seek to murder me?” 

“You shall know that,” said the man, again bringing the boat 
out of the other's reach. “Have you forgotten Snrayley, Richard 
Hilmore? or do you mind what happened there a score of years 
agone? Do you remember Jessie Barker and the false hound that 
tempted her with his lying tongue and fair promises? When she 
came back to die after you cast her off, I swore to have your life if 
you should cross my path. I have lived only for this moment.” 

Hilmore's heart was sick with fear. ‘What were you to her?” 

“ Her lover,” said the other, simply, and the reply sounded like 
a death-knell in the ears of the helpless and fast-drowning man. 


* 


The boatman 
lay on his sculls os = 
watching with a — — 7 
smile the strug - — 5 
gling wretch — — = 
uffeting with —= 


the waves, put- 
ting the boat out 
of reach ever 
as the numbed 
fingers clutched 
at it wildly. 

“Mercy! in 
God's name 
mercy!” cried 
Hilmore breath · 
leasly. 

“The mercy 
that you had 
when you aban- 
doned her to die,“ 
said the other. 

It was soon 
over then. One 
last vain prayer; 
one hoarse, gurg- 
ling, despiring 
cry,and then the waters closed over the sinking man, and the bright 
wavelets chased one another in merry exultation o'er their victim. 


The sinking man, 


* * * * * * 
“Sank before I could reach him,“ said the boatman at the m- 
quest; “sudden cramp, I should ay.“ And the jury thought so too, 
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er * might? e mn Se £10,000 a year, or a one u 70 

* engaged a new it? It is quite a 0 0 00 

UNFORETOLD BY THE ROYAL ASTRONOMERS. ** “Great Jove, 5 Thee you will sus Vr. Jealous. Gift be blowed! Why, he's spent a small fortune in e year."—Estract from Letter of Young 
A transit of Venus before the sun. this one.” lessons—with the best masters. Lady. 


„Ius Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from thove DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—SHAHZADA NASRULLA KHAN. 
Of her friends whose portraits have not yet been inserted. i 5 2 


TOOTSIB'S FRIENDS. 


An” 


Yay any 


When Lord Carrington wrote that the Shahzada Nasrulla Khan, the second son of A carriage drove up, and out 
the Ameer, would visit 99 Shoe Lane, A. SLOpk set about making preparations on 
n lavish scale for his reception. The chair of the Past Master of the Ancient Order take to drink? And A. SLOPER in the fullness of his heart offered his hand. 
of Buffaloes was burrowed from the Sloper Arms, back numbers were dusted to look 4) But the gentleman looked uncommonly fierce, ground his tecth, and fumbled for 
like the last issue, the till drawer was thrown open, aud in it placed change fora his dagger. A. SLUPER was afterwards informed that he was a Ghilzai chief, the 
half-sovereign in silver and coppers (carefully counted by the cashier, and for which bravest, proudest, and most bloodthirsty of all the Afghan tribes, aud that be might 
A. SLOPER gave an 1. O. U. in case of accidents) to designate untold wealth, and the think himself lucky he was still alive. Then came the Lord Chamberlain walkiug 
office boy was supplied with a new pair of trousers, or, to be strictly correct, a fresh backwards, and then the Shahzada.—(5) Who frankly told A. SLOPER that it was 
pair, the garments being late the property of A. SLOPER, cat down. In fact, 6 the happiest moment of his life, and that it was for the purpose of making hi. 
expense was spared to give the young Afghan prince a right royal welcome. At acquaintance that he had come to England. The Eminent modestly replied that the 

ve 


length the time arrived fur the visit, “He should be here in two minutes!“ said Shahzada could not have come for a better or more instructive purpose. Space will 
Bane ae — of General of ee ee ee f. atthe not allew a report of the interview in full. When A. ean 9 pon informed thes 
2 s watch. “Alexandry, to your pst !"——(1) urquoise irised son. as a war and pastime was the chief occupation of the Afghan, he t was a very pretty 
No, 364.—Miss Dona VANcouRT. N saluted ot Ne be the 2 A1 ae Sloper, from 155 first oor combination, and when he was told that marriage 3 by peer 
adore “ Dook window, began waving her h: erchief—(2) And tl reman on duty outside, waved his hand towards the open till, and said that really he must contrive to run 
“Coukl she but gues bow madly:4 Bete 8 8 in a new pair of white Lerlin gloves for the occasion, thinking it was fur him, looked over at an early date. But the effect was marred, the till ing empty. By «strange 
For who could steel his heart against such charms? up and smirked. Anon cheers were heard,—(3) Which was the signal for Bill coincidence Alexandry and Bill Higgins were found at the same time to be missing 
—Lord Bob. Higgins ou the roof to let off a piece of ordnance he had privately placed there, fur from the yay throng. Before the Shahzada A. SLOPER made him promise 
“No brighter gem bas e er adorned the stage.” —7he Hon. Billy. which he was promptly dragged down aod cuffed by the Berlin-clad hand of the law. to go the rounds with him oue evening before he returned to his native country. 


THE ELDER AGAIN IN TROUBLE. 


fils 


2 = — 


1 — = „ 11 
a) During the Elder's absence the other day his furniture was chucked. (2) And the Laird said, “ Now we ve settled the (3) When the Elder returned (late as usual), he said,“ Blessed if the worm hanna eaten 


— 
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ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


OUR WEEKLY 


Hi, Hi, Hit Come on, there. Walk up, lease. Weare still in the midst of Whitsun festivities. 


Get your pennies ready in your hands, an 


on't push. There's plenty of room for everyone, and 


un entertainment awaiting you calculated to amuse all classes!—A just reward for two great men, 


Who non're among the upper ten:—A journey roug 


A, but stell they're pluck, And may succeed 


with lots of luck:—Every girl should cooking learn, A splendid Ark then she'll earn:— 


THE BUTTERFLY SEASON HAS COMMENCED. 
; Soliloquy of tittle Binks, 
“It would rather than to thas 
require more grub to produce 


; 
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7 
g 
4 
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re, why ain't yer 
are gered 
eherne 


W. 
wur 
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WHIRLIGIG. 


Welcome to the month of roses, Prett 
well deserves the handsome sum: — 


choicest wine:—Geniat George of Army 


Indies and gentlemen, what do 


ou thin 


15 
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* WAL OF 
ANDAR 


Lanitisiont 


irl as Juno „ A splendid player, genial chum, He 
ith Wales's Princ 18 


nee the Clubites dine, Imbibing quarts of 
me, Proves he's up to any game :—There you are, 
of my efforts this week? I have something even 


better for my next show. Good-bye all!——THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 


WHY, CERTAINLY! 


“Did you ever play any game in which there was any kissing?” “Oh, yes; billiards!” 


Matilda (to Vr. Riley, while out jaunting on the Midland). 
Law, Chawley, this ‘ere kerridge was built for my bouey- 
tmoon—tlook | 


744 
„But, my dear, why did those women ee 
6 


dreadfully?" Except their ages, dear.” at didn’t matter, 
they were both several years younger than each other.” 


1 


ALLY-CAMPANE 


— 


TRADE throughout the country having consider! biy 5 
during the last month or two, it, of course, follows that the horny- 
handed son 
of toil has 
how enough 
money for 
his own 
immediate 
wants, with 
a little to 
spare to 
take his 
missisdown 
for a few 
days for n 
sniff of the 
briny. 
From all 
accounts 
our popular 
seaside re- 
sorts are 
already fill- 
ing, and if 
the present 
weather 
continues 
there is 
little doubt but that the season of 1895 will be among the most 
successful on record, es 

s 


(1000 Old Billiam Holland's Grand Whitsun Programme at the 
Winter Gardens, Blackpool, is indeed worthy of him: it is just 
what we should expect from such a genius. The colossal length of 
the poster on which are enumerated the various attractions of 
this great Whitsun Carnival is such that it took us 3 ten 
minutes to unroll it, and to mention one tithe of the delights set 
forth would fill an entire “SLOPER." Admission to what William 
rightly calls it—the World's Greatest Show, is only six hence. and 
as it will run for two wecks from June Ist you have ample time to 
visit it if you haven't done soalready. Here's looking to'ards you, 
Willie! es 

0 

_AMONG the many attractive features of the Earl's Court Exhi- 
bition ure the pretty little English waitresses all tastefully attired 
in Hindoo costume, A. SLOPER has never imbibed even Un- 
sweetened ” with greater relish than he did the cup of tea handed 
to him by one of these charming dameels, 


TABLEAUX VIVANTS have had their day, and Amateur Theatri- 
cals, we learn, will be the fashionable amusement at smart parties 
this season. This is terrible news, We 
have suffered much from the amateur, 
musical and theatrical, but the latter 
variety has given us a pleasing rest 
lately, and hopes were widely enter- 
tained that we should be troubled no 
more, Alas! we find they have been 
but crouching for the spring, and 
now they have us at their mercy. 
We shall meet the gifted amateur 
everywhere now; the young man 
who knows he can act better than 
Irving, the enrnest young lady with 
her bad imitations of 
Elenora Duse ; the—but no, 
we cannot, we will not 
enter into the horror of it 
all. ee 

s 


In addition to her own 
charming person, Sarah 
Bernhardt has brought 
with her to England her coſſin and 
quite a large living menagerie. 
Although A. SLOPER has not yet 
seen Sarah's menagerie, he is never- 
theless doubtful whether it can for 
un instant compare with those 
menageries he frequently witnesses 
in his bedroom, after an extra speciat 
night. ee 

s 


BeTTEn late than never is one of the mottoes A. SLOPER swears 
by, and, acting up to the spirit of it, he desires to tender his most 
hearty congratulations to Sir Henry Irving at the honour that has 
been conferred upon him. Quite apart from his individual talen 
our greatest actor has done wonders for the stage generally, an 
there is no one, es or playgoer, but must admit that the 
dignity is thoroughly deserved. 

ss 
s 

Great disappointment was caused in yachting circles that A. 
SLOPER’s new racer, the Tuntaie Belle, was not ready in time to 
take part in the recent fifty mile race from Southend to Harwich. 
Those who have seen this magnificent craft are of the unanimous 
opinion that had she competed the Britannia would not have won 


as she did. Yachting experts are looking eagerly forward to any 
future contests in which the Tootsie Belle is engaged. 
se 
s 


IT is no ensy task to write n play for the Criterion. In the first 
place it is incumbent upon the author to provide Mr. Wyndham 
with a part 
suitable to, 
and worthy 
of his 
talent, but 
it cannot 
be said that 
in The 
Home See- 
retary Mr. 
R. C. Car- 
ton has not 
at least 
succeeded 
in doing 
that. That 
his play 
is one of 
that high 
standard of 
merit with 
which all 
admirers of 
Mr. Wynd- 
ham would 
wish to see 
him identi- 
fied, we 
cannot 
bring our. 
selves to admit, but there is much that is interesting in the work, 
much that is smart, clever, and amusing, and the fact that it has 
been drawing crowded houses since ita initial production is surely 
a sufficient guarantee of its success. The cast is a strong one, and 
besides Mr. Wyndham, includes Mr. Lewis Waller, Mr. Alfred 
Bishop, Mr. Sydney Brough, Mr. Charles Brookfield, Miss Julia 
Neilson, and Miss Maud Millett. 


.  _ 


4 " 


i\ 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


a nice, cool, refreshing variety 
The enter- 


Ip you wish to sit, through } 
3 pay a visit to the Oxford Music Hall. 
tainment there is so 
exhilarating that the spectator 
has really no time to feel the 
depressing effects of the 
present hot weather. 
All the stars of the variety 
world are included in the pro- 
gramme, and Dan Leno and 
the Sisters Preston shine as 
brilliantly as ever, 


s 

THE Mildewed Mound has 
this day been pleased to con- 
fer the “Award of Merit 
upon WALTER S. BENTLEY, 
because he’s a musical dude. 
“It's wonderful to me, fey- 
ther,” remarked the Azure- 
Orbed, ow fond they are of 
you on the music ‘alls. Ere's 
this ere Mr. Bentley going to 
rig up a musical ventriloquial 
figger of yer, for that slap-up 
entertainment of ‘id, thoug! 
dow any artist wot respects ‘is 
audience can introduce to ‘em 
such a bald-hended, blear-eyed 
old booz — but at this mo- 
ment the heavy pewter ink- 
stand caught Alexandry full 
upon the smeller, and a minute 
later the miserable lad was anxiously in search of a cold key. 


In Paris, one person in eighteen lives on charity ; in Fleet Street, 
one person in two lives on Scotch whisky. 


A PRIZzE Cup has just been presented tothe Grosvenor Harriers 
a young and promising Camberwell club, by Messrs, Gurden an 
Co., the Proprietors of Sloper's Pills. 


s 2 
WE understand that an rey rer impression 3 in 
some quarters that the price of Lar ls“ will be doubled uring the 
holiday season. Never was a greater mistake. One ha’penny, 
and one ha benny only, was, is, and ever will be the price of our 
champion comic, and no earthly consideration could induce us to 
alter it. 3 „ 


Our cycling friends will be delighted to hear that in about a 
fortnight's time, they will be able to indulge in their favourite 
pastime in the precincts 
of Hyde Park. For this 
glorious victory, they 
will kindly remember 
they have only Herbert 
Gladstone to thank. 
As ranger of the Park, 
the Duke of Cambridge 
is of course directly 
responsible for the per- 
mission, but had it not 
been for the genial Her- 
bert, George of Cam- 
bridge would no more 
have thought of acting 
in accordance with the 
cycling public's desire, 
than he would of strol- 
ling out without his 
umbrella, 3 


Dr. II. DAVIES has 
paid a very great com- 
pliment to the Mil- 
dewed One, for he has 
dedicated his little book, 
“The Human Voice,” in 
the following words: 
Dedicated to ALLY 
SLOPER — one who has 
ever shown readiness to 
demonstrate e cob 
branches of the Pr 
for the throat is Unsweet it sort of lubricates the vocal 
cords, This is endorsed by Mrs. Sloper: she’s noticed the effect 
with ALLY when he comes home from the Rumfoozlers’, singing 
“God Save the Queen,” and “all in a Row.” 


s 
WHEN passing that way you must really pop into the Trafalgar 
Theatre and witness a performance of that excellent burlesque, 
Baron Golosh, It is a long time since anything funnier has been 
produced on the theatrical stage in London. 


s 
THOSE who came a cropper on the Derby will be pleased to hear 
that A. SLOPER will bestow u them any amount of e if 
they like to pay him a visit. owas bitten rather severely himself. 
A CONTEMPORARY gravely informs us that very few women in 
Morocco know their ages. hat of that? How many English 
women, we wonder, between thirty and forty know their correct 


ages? ee 
* 


THAT the Empire of India Exhibition at Earl's Court is going 
to be one of the greatest successes of the age those who have 
already visited it 
entertain not the 
slightest doubt. It 
is really a master- 
piece of skill and 
energy, and should 
the present delight- 
ful weather con- 
tinue, the grounds, 
spacious as they are, 
will not be half big 
enough to hold the 
inrush of visitors. 
The chief feature of 
the Exhibition is, 
undoubtedly, the 
Gigantic Wheel. A 
single glance at the 
wonderful edifice 
suffices to almost 
take our breath 
away. What effect 
a journey in one of 
the cars will have 
upon the nerves of 
our fair sisters it is 
difficult to surmise. 
Probably, though, 
the sp will prove 
too serious an affair 
for the majority of 
them to undertake. 


talent in all the raried 


elocutionar 
ofession.” The Old Un says the right gargle 
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OWING to domestic troubles (an empty larder) the Hon. Billy 
was not present at the Military Tournament this year. His regi- 
ment, the Royal Stowaways, were, therefore, left without a 
commander, and did not compete in any of the eveuts of the show, 


(Saturday, dune 8, 1895, 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTs, 


A CALENDAR FOR THB WEEK ENDING JUNE 15111, 1595, 
— 


Oth June, 1784.— Nicholas Feny, the King of Jö. an 
dwarf, died this day aged twenty-three, and thirty-tire. fie e 
high. When born he was only eight inches long, aud a u.. 
shoe served him for a cradle. Glen 


10th June, 1731.—George I. died this day. „ IIe had 
taste for literature or the arts; was amorous, fond of puncll. 
parsimonious.” 


llth June, 1588.—George Withers, a Puritan 
born this day, was, during the Civil War, taken tbat Ke we 
Royalists, and was about to be put to death asa kmitor: „, . 
John Denham begged his life, saying to the King: “1; v., 
Majesty kills Withers I will then be the worst poet in England” N 


12th June, 1421.— Among the expenses of Joanna, Ou. 
Dowager, this day we tind quoted: “Aqua vite for the (ju, 1 
25. .; divers medicines for the Queen's ly, Au.; one ounce U. 
red thread, Is. Sd. ; and making n gown, 22. G7.“ ae 


18th June, 1788.—George Lukins was this day dispose 
by seven clergymen of the same number of devils, in the Leut! 
Church at Bristol. ule 


14th June, 1728.—Sir William Wolseley, of Stafford.),;.,. 
was this day drowned in his own coach, being overturned hy. 
rapid stream of water, occasioned by a thunder-shower breski. 
down a mill-dam just above the road. The footman and lor. 
were drowned, but the coachman saved himself by catching ha.! 
of an apple-tree. 8 hol 


15th June, 1889.—A newspaper of this date ys: 0 
Saturday, at Robinstown, near Philipstown, county of ‘Meath, , 
boy, aged ten, son of a land steward, having been twice turned 4 
of the national school 1 | the monitress, a girl nineteen year. ,. 
age, returned for the third time with a gun. Raising the ease. 
the little fellow cried out passionately, “I will shoot you,” atid ti. 
gun went off, the monitress falling dead, shot through the heart, 


My Ul 


ent Sip 


THE UPS AND DOWNS OF THE 
SLOPER FAMILY. 


No. 15.— How McGoose.Ley HAD DIPPED INTO Easterns 
ROMANCES, 
NEEDLESS to tell you, readers mine, 
That McGooseley had been tight ; 
Needless to say that, with peelers nine 
He had been disposed to fight. 
Needless to say that, when stowed away 
In a dreary Bridewell room 
And there kept fast until nine next day, 
‘Twas a just and righteous doom! 


Needless to say the Beak evolved 
That all the blame was Mac's. 
Needless to add he soon resolved 
For “two pounds fine“ to ax. 
Needless to tell how gruff he blared : 
Have you aught to say, old cuss?” 
Needless to say each hearer stared, 
When McGooseley answered thus, 


“ Commander of the Faithful! whom all the earth rever -s! 
Supporter of the Sleepless Sun! Controller of the Spheres! 

Fair fountain-head of virtue! Wise rooter-up of vice! 

Thy slave admits that he hath sinned; not once, or twice, but thri.' 
Commander of the Faithful, my doom be on my head ! 

Ah, let me lick thy shoe-stringg, sire! then strike, O strike, me desi” 


Needless to sing how flatteries sleck 
Can move the hardest heart. 

Needless to say the softened Beak 
Cried “Go! vamoose ! depart !"” 

Needless to tell how Mac withdrew, 
And thanked his stars that (o'er his 

Scant meals) of late he'd read a few 
Old Oriental stories !! 


THE SCIENCE OF PHILANTHROPY. 


LET us suppose, for the sake of argument, you have made your 
pile, and are desirous, on settling down ina position of dizuitel 
affluence, of achieving some slight reputation as a philanthropist. 

Don't, in the name of Common Sense and Polit:cal Econom, 
DON’T go rushing about unostentatiously relieving the widow aud 
orphan, and doing Rood by stealth, and all that sort of thin. 
Such a policy is absolutely suicidal—so far as your ultimate repu« 
tion is concerned. It is simply chucking your “stuff” away, a 
hiding your “duplex” under # coal scuttle. The scientitic metiod 
is to select some utterly useless and well-adecrtised benefit ut 
relief fund, such as “The Washerwomen’s Mental Refinem ut 
League,” or the “Fund for the Classical Recreation of A: 
Muffin-bakers.“ The subscription list (profusely and prominent 
advertised), for such charities as these, is invariably headed Iw 
“His Serene Highness the Grand Hereditary Reigning Hrince d 
Mecklenburg Square, 3s. 6d.”; or “ Her Grace the Dowager Duche-s 
of Ducklingpool, 5s.”; followed by a succession of lesser ols 
bilities, each contributing, as a rule, ona slightly ascending secur. 
This is your opportunity. Boldly—despite any inward wrench f 
may cost you—weigh in your cheque for £100; and, hex presto. 
you are cheek by jowl with Serene Highnesses sud Dowart 
Duchesses, and, what is of more immediate importance, Jau have 
made your début in good, bold Public Print; the magnitude of 
your contribution shedding a lustre on your name, and formin24 
foundation, well and truly laid, of a future glorious repute 
tion. 

After this, a succession of well-placed 
or even modest “ guineas,” will amply suffice ; 
is of the last importance—they are bestowed 151 all 
day, and duly chronicled in the public press. By-and-by you" 
be treated to little editorial “ads,” all “on your own. The a 
will read, “The highly-esteemed Mr. Blank’s name appears yi i: 
the donors, etc., ete.,” or “ The well-known generosity of Mr. 11 if 
has again been, etc., etc.,” or“ The large-hearted and pt er 9 

hilanthropy of Mr. Blank has once more, etc., ete.” ande, | 
degrees (preceded by your snowball-like growing fame). e 
pursue your path towards the marbled tomb awaiting 5 Beit 
scribed whereon generations yet unborn may read your = 
record, and strive—but let us pray this will not happen - 
emulate it, 


“tenners" and Hv. 
providing—and ts 
in the full light a 


— — 


AN AWKWARD MISTAKE. 11 
Poor cook is suffering from a dreadful accident. | The 199 
night she went out in the area, and mounting the Kiel eels 
the Indy poked her head towards the railings. Alus ec 
rewarded by being nigh blinded with a sharp piece © Divisio 
wood. She had expected ‘twas her Robert of the X 92 Din. | 
Instead of this it was only the purveyor to the feline n pern 
dent on holiday-making, had brought in the next day's las 
of cats meat for the grimalkin tabby over night. Alas! als 
— ämʒhm2— 


Every Wednesday. Toren“ 


JUDY. 


Best Artists. Best Authors. 
EDITED BY GILBERT DALZIEL. a 
89 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON. = 


Saturday, dune 8, 1895.) 
A PAAN OF THE PALE-FACES. 


[The latest fashion in ladies’ complexions is a most “deadly pallor.”) 


55 Mi the Fair 
. ee 


lexions (like 


‘ 7 / _ Fasninanaee ie clothing) 
eur ene p Herm mute have“ modes 
2 you me f Which vury 

according to 


querers) oft 
inspire odes 
All teeming 
with Poesy's 
passion, 
And that’s why 
this odelet (at 


Achange in the Ladies’ complexions. 

And e young thing serenely doth sing: 

To capture poor Man, we try ev'ry plan, 
Consistent with feminine valour ; 

And our latest played ace is to make Sp the face 
In the dreadfullest, deadliest pallor.” 


— 


HE REVENGE OF HENRY BIGGINTHATCH. 
THERE was no getting away from it, she did squint just a little 
H hut she was 10 0 u most Kixeable little thing all the same. 
ut least, thought young Henry Bigginthatch, as she dawned 
ision on his eyes Inst bad ean upon the jetty 
rate. Young Henry was famous for his prowess 
girls, nor in this instance did his accustomed good 
ert him, for, after the usual preliminaries to an informal 
tr tion had been gone through they might have been observed 
we up ina wind screen as though they had known each other 
un babyhood, 
Ale! for the perfidy of woman. Early as young Henry was out 
„ following morning his charmer must have had a fairly decent 
rtof him, for when that bright young gentleman ap upon 
Lene, his jealous gaze encountered the irritating spectacle of 
tircompanion of the previous evening sharing the soothing 
ade of her pink silk parasol with n six-foot usurper in flannels, 
raised her pretty head at his step, and, for a moment only, the 
Jour mounted to her 
„hs as she encount- 
his indignant gaze, 
then. oh! traitress 
id, she cut him dend. 
K bloding with 
“ith, our hero strode 


t the very seagulls 
ened aghast at his 
tory, and it was only 
r putting himself 
side a fried sole, a 
nd or so of steak, 
penn‘orth of putt 
trv, and a quart 
th: of stout, that he 
an to recover his 


fter this he put on 

jourpenny cigar and . 

forth for another look round. There was a yacht just on the 
int of starting, and feeling that a shillingsworth would, perhaps, 
lly dissipate his wrath, Henry stepped aboard, not noticing 
il the boat was — 0 on her way that the false fair one and 
succe:sful rival were his fellow passengers. Then, like a flash, 
nspiration for revenge. “Here, boatman,” he cried, 
‘you must put me back. I won't go out, I tell you; 
mv k at once.” 
‘Why, what's the matter, sir?” asked one of the men. “You 
t frightened of being ill, are you?” 

Oh! it isn’t that,” responded Henry, a N his gaze upon the 
„ſalse beauty, who had betrayed him; “but I'm a jolly sight 
superstitious to go out in a boat along of a cross-eyed woman, 
r. something dreadful is bound to happen.” 

eil, there, if looks could have slain him, young Henry would 
e dropped a corpse upon the spot, but as they couldn't—and 
„ves of the entire party were fixed upon the unhappy girl— 
Was nothing for it but to plead sudden indisposition, hail a 
ing skiff, and get put ashore with her admirer. 
nd only then did Henry Bigginthatch deem his revenge complete. 


BELLES OF THE BUFFET. 
No. 39.—THE BLUE Boar GIRL. 


Ask me the name that Achilles bore 

When he hid with the helpful 
ladies ; 

Ask me the sound of the three- 


ton roar 
Of the three-necked dog from 
Hades. 
Ask me the song that the Sirens sang, 
And the mode of the mermaid's 
motion ; 
Ask me the tune of the 
death-bell's clang, 
And the depth of the 
deep, deep ocean. 
Yor, give you a cute and 
correct reply 
To these questions I'm 
sure I can, sir! 
There is only one question 
5 on earth that 
— Have no skill-and no 
will—to answer ! 


Ask me what wonder of 
witchcraft reigns 
In the maid who is here 
depicted ; 
Ask me what spell upon countless swains 
She has, time after time, inflicted. 
Ask me—since thousands have craved the heart 
And the hand of this winsome maiden— 
Why they all have been forced to vamoose, depart, 
With their bosoms all anguish- laden. 
Ask me why ne'er I could cadge à kiss 
From this darling, though oft I try to: 
And von corner me, sir, when you ask me this, 
With a question I can't reply to! 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR’S LETTER. Box. 


— 


PaRKHURST THEATRE, Hol LOwar, N., 
May 24th, 1895. 

Dear OLD ALLY,—Many thanks for conferring upon me the 
much-coveted “ Award of Merit.” I can assure you it came asa 
great surprise, and was the cause of numerous drops of Un- 
Bw * disa ng. If you can only stretch your weary 
legs as tar as the Royal Artillery Theatre, Woolwich, any evening 
next weck, 1 will introduce you to some genial pals, and promise 
you an unlimited supply of your favourite beverage. Once again 
thanking you for the“ Award,” and hoping to have the honour of 
your company, I remain, yours gratefully, 

Harry BATTERSBY. 
(Juvenile Comic Opera Co.) 


SLOPER’S ANCESTORS. 
No. 34.—WorMWOOD PENTONVILLE SLOPER. 
Born, 1690. Killed in Battle, 1746. 

No sooner was it known that Stuart Stumerapotter was a stiff un 
than Wormwood Pentonville, second son of Perkyn Cocatina, and 
consequently heir to the estates and title, came up smiling to claim 
em. e latter was all there, ready and waiting, but a very casual 
examination of the late Baron's financial affairs revealed the 
unpleasant fact that there was precious little estate to come into, 
Never since the first foundation of this rkable house, had 
a Sloper succeeded to such a — inheMitance. The family 
jewels had been sold, the magnificent and priceless collection of 
_— much of it of rare historical interest, was in pawn, the 

nking account was overdrawn, and every inch of the many 
thousands of broad ly acres, which successive generations of 
the family had purchased or stolen from time to time, had been 
mort . The grand old castle, too, which had for centuries 
defied the onslaughts of time and man, was now fast falling into 
decay; many parts of it, indeed. being totally uninhabitable. Ita 
splendid fittings and costly furniture 8 in obvious need of 
renovation; and even the feudal splendour of the venerable pile 
a ieee to lessen the sense of ruin and desolation that pro- 
vailed. 

To the credit of Wormwood Pentonville, be it said. he left no 
atone unturned in his endeavours to re-establish the family fortune ; 
but his efforts met with very little success. He got u little oof 
together by the sale of the timber on the estate; and by the 
pretended discovery of a silver mine in the kitchen garden, very 
nearly succeeded in disposing of land at a price which would have 
made a millionaire of him. But the treachery of a retainer whom 
he had foolishly entrusted with the secret gave the game away, and 
Wormwood Pentonville got it so hot from the financial papers that 
a criminal prosecution was nearly the result. 

The Baron's next idea to make the oof-bird warble again was to 
contract a wealthy alliance ; but here again luck deserted him, and 
the lady whom he espoused r the impression that she was 
possessed of n gigantic fortune, proved to be little better than a 
pauper, the whole of her money being invested in the worthless 
shares of Wormwood Pentonville's own fraudulent silver mining 


scheme. 

His last failure very naturally gave the harassed noble the 
needie, With a rapidly increasing collection of debts, and 
creditors asing him on every side, he n to see that the 
climate of England was becoming a trifle too balmy for his 
constitution, and packing his rape, he fled suddenly to France, 
and threw in his lot with young Charles Edward, who was just 
then commencing the memorable struggle for the English Crown, 
For some time after he joined it looked as though the cause of The 
Young Pretender was to triumph, and Wormwood Pentonville was 
beginning to congratulate himself that Fortune, at length, had 
decided to smile upon him, But the bloody victory of the 
Royalists at Culloden ruined the Jacobite cause, and Wormwood 
Pentonville was among the slain. 

(To be continued next week.) 


— 


QUEEN ELEANOR. 


THEY tell me that revenge is swect ; 
Wien, pe * at my f 
en, cowering sup) my feet, 
My rival le her plea. 
But only for an hour—an hour! 
The sweets of vengeance fled 
When, false and 1 in her bower 
Fair Rosamond lay dead ! 


If by some rabid mongrel's bite 
The human blood is mixed 

With reopen till the sufferer’s sight 
On hastening Death is fixed, 

What boots to lay the creature low 
Whose fangs the virus sped? 

And stilt my heart is crushed, although 
Fair Rosamond lies dead ! 


Revenge is sweet—but Peace is blest! 
Would Heaven that I had poured 

Twixt these red lips the Cup of Rest, 
And let my loveless lord 

Still kiss and smoothe my rival's brow, 
Still nurse her golden head, 

In that accu wer where now 
Fair Rosamond lies dead ! 


LOVE’S LABOUR LOST, 


THERE was a fearful lot of ecrouging and pushing to get on the 
platform at Epsom, when the Derby Day's racing was over, and 
wedged right in the middle of the throng was a fairly well-dressed 
man, who, however, was dusty and sun-scorched, and seemed more 
tired than a monkey at the after a busy Bank-holiday. The 
merry pickpockets—and weren't they busy at Epsom, too !—got 
round him at last, and the usual fob-diving took place. 

Boys,“ said he, wearily, and not at all out of temper. “give some 
oi the others a chance, don’t waste your time on me. There's not 
blessed thing in that pocket-book which one of yer's trying to get 
hold of except an unpaid washing-book, the pawnticket for the 
missis's boots, and Captain Coe's column out o the Star—bust 
him! If you was to take me into a blooming alaughter-house and 
hang me aD by the heels, there'd be nothing fall out but my false 
teeth. All I’ve got in the world, with me, is my third-class return 
brief,“ and it's a case of ‘through my heart first,’ if you want 
that. But [ll tell yer what I'll do—stand me a glass o' bitter, 
some of yer, and when I get home, I'll post yer an order to go over 
the Mint, whatimy brother sent me; you might get something, 
if yer took n little bit ' cobbler’s nx 

But a well-delivered bash on the top of the hat shut out the day- 
light from his eyes and nose, and temporarily stopped his discourse. 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


AN Exalted Situation: That of a Foreman over Four-men! 

Cupip reckons himself an arch little fellow, but Robin Hood 
was an archer. 

Why is N like July 2nd - Because it's the middle of anna, 

„Pick be with you!" as the Spring poet said when he banged 
his MS. down on our desk. 

WHAT min is it, whose title shows both what he is, what he 
likes to give. and what he onzht to get ?—A cut-throat, 

A CoUNTER-FEAT : Totalling a long column of figures by mental 
arithmetic. 

A Sky-LARK: Going upon a Flight Machine to“ paint the town 
red in Mars or Saturn, 
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AUNT MACPHERSON’S MONEY. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

OLD Scottie, otherwise Sandy Macpherson, was gratified to find 
that he was quite as welcome at the little cottage at Brixton 
occupied by Mr. 
and Mrs, Morton as 
he had been at 
their more magni- 
ficent apartments 
while they were still 
in possession of 
Aunt Macpherson's 
money. That money 
was now all . 
Their whole shares 62 
in the Soldado mine @ 
had been sold for 
a measly sum of £50. 
The offer had come 
from Count Fiau- 
88 ee found, 

roug o agent 
who sold out for 
them, and they al- 
jowed that eminent 
financier to have 
the shares at his 
own price. In fact, 
they were glad to 
be rid of them, and 
were pleased, al- 
though their new- 
found happiness had 
cost them such a 
big sum of ready 


mony: 

A their hap- 
piness was increased by the arrival of a little stranger, whe 
wore the name of Milly like her mother, and who was at 
the democratically youthful age which is wholly indifferent to 
wealth, The little stranger had arrived just a month before 
Sandy had returned from his twelvemontli' journey to Brazil, but 
Old Scottie was in time for the christening ceremony, and it was 
remarked that the beautiful coral e to the child by its 
grand-uncle was much more magnificent than its surroundings 
warranted, though, of course, Milly was satisticu that it was not a 
bit too good for baby. 

She could not help, however, remarking upon its expensive 
nature to Mr. Macpherson one night. She was sure it must have 
Cost a lot of 7 0 8 

“What's aboot it?“ said Sandy, there's mair whaur that came 

rom. didn't lose 
much by the Soldadu 
smash.” 

»I thought you lost 
eversthing,” said John 
Morton. 

“De'il a bit,“ said 
Sandy. “I lost nothing. 
If Flautant thought 
to do everybody. it 
was only richt that 
somebody should do 
him if they could, and 
I did him.” 

“He bought your 
shares?" said John. 

i “He bought my 

' phares,” nid Sandy, 
with a chuckle. “Ile 
thought he had bought 
them cheap—he 
bought them dear—he 
bought them unt full 
price, when they were 
not worth the fifty 
pounds he paid for 
yours.” 

“But is it honest?” 
said Milly, senior. 

Ah, there you have 
me, noo,” said Sandy, 
thoughtfully. “ Sue 
faras I can see, there's 
une guidance to be got 
in sic a matter from the Shorter Catechism, an' a body has to 
struggle with the question without help. If a body tries to 
swindle a body, and by his ain cleverness manages to swindle 
himsel’, is ony simple body round about justified in takin 
ndvantage o that clever person's smartness! That's what is 
the matter! . 5 

“But were you a simple body?” said Milly, wich a good- 
natured laugh. N 1 

“No a bit owre simple no a bit owre simple. 1 wasn't simple 
enough, for instance, as to let such en chance slide, an’ if there is 
onybody has cause for regret in the affair, I think it is Count 
Flautant—an’ he has my sympathy.” 8 
Pa Well, I'm glad our share is away, at anyrate,” said John 

orton. 

And soam I,” echoed Milly; “and wouldn't wish for a hundred 
thousand pounds 
that any if it should 
have to come to 
the little tootsome 
kickum” — (by 
which name in 
enthusiastic 
moments she was 
accustomed to „ 
allude to the -% 
precious baby she 7 
was smothering . 
with kisses), “The 7 
money made its 
mother unhappy — 
but it shall never 
make baby un- 
happy.” 

“The tootsome 
kickum, as ye cv’ 
the Lot will never 
be asked to tak’ ony 
o' it; but I'm 
thinkin’ the toot- 
some kickum will 
be nane the waur o 
something, an’ that 
the tootsome 
kigkum an’ the 
ither tootsome 
kickums, if so be 
there be ither 
tootsome kickums, 
winna object to 
their auld grand- uncle giein' a bit o his savings. An’ as for the 
Soldado bawbees—well, there's a hundred and fifty ways 97 
spending them that will put them to better use than if they 
had been left in yon wily scoundrel's hands,” 


THE END. 


A little stranger. 


Not a bit too good for baby. 


“There you have me, noo.” 
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THE “F.OS." PORTRAIT GALLERY. A KIND OFFER. 


- 


going weight a litte b.. 
is considerably i oe this hall. She paving rate 


No. 380,—Mnr. Joan Lopes, F. Of. 

“Amongst the many recipients of our ‘Award of Merit, 
whose features have been immortalised in this Gallery, there are 
few more deserving of that distinction than the gentleman 
whose portrait we have this week so much pleasure in 


LIGHTENING 


ducing, Ove .ru is not known upon os 3 years 1 LITERATURE. 

or tne concert platiorm; the fierce light of publicity its not * 

Spee him, aed with K. n perhaps 1 those —ç are ey — 3 getting 60 beastly stout, Doctor. Wha: 
amiliar with his good work, his fame is unknown. jut our Ethel. We want to go to Ascot, pa; will you take us? „ Well, there's nothing like worry to 

lero 8 255 Pasbei 8 4 in the desire to 15 * Leen hie Father, Take you! Why. I have never seen a horse race in my ufe. fellow down. Think over my last year’s bill 4 
remove the bushei under which he in so. fam ct Ethel, Well, you needn't see one on this occasion ; you can stop aud mind the luncheon hamper. couple of hours a day till you pay it. 


philanthropic light, tor a philanthropist is Mr. Longe in the 
truest A 3 poe many years eee 
amongst the 0 ren of the poor, doing what n power 

to alleviate their suffering, and brighten the eadness of their THE TRUE ART OF POLITENESS. 
lives, and many thousand ragged little mites there are who owe 
at least one red letter day in the dreary year to his kindness, 
Chiefly because he's a real sort he was created F. O. S. 
and the ‘Sloper Award of Merit’ presented to him February 
4th, 1003. —Hebrett Improved, 


„I, — 
U1” gf le 
aes 


=a 


= ===) 
(1) “I am charmed with the honour of your intro- (2) “I should consider there were openings for a , (3) And while your credentials are so overpowering) 
duction, young man. person of your talents — Eo cones and your demands so unutterably modest 


LOOKING FORWARD. 
„I shall never marry a clean-shaved man.” “Bless me, Mies 
Jolly, and why not, pray? Why, there d be nothing for the 
babies to grab at.” 


(6) “And you will be sure not to get it.” 


THE NEWEST EPIDEMIC. 


OH! 
Little Snawberry (reading the answer to his letter to the corres- 
ndence column of the Kensington Bottlewasher). You say you 
Pers got a pair of boots on your hands which don't fit, Of 
course—try them on your feet, stoopid i 


The Honourable got refused here for 
rather a curious reason. She was a 
silly sentimental thing, and told him 
/ she couldn't possibly dream of marry- 
ing a man whose name wasn't Gerald, J 

But, Gracie, you newer see my hair all untidy like this.” “No; “say, Ginger, oo's the Amcer?” “Dunno, Emprur of Algernon, or at least Philip. Alas, dear.” 
but I expect your ma did.” America, ain t he?” alas, poor William! “Only Empire of India on the brain, my O°" 
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